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The silver Cessna 172 has just taken off from Toronto Airport, headed for Annapolis, 

where Laura is looking forward to a visit with her aunt Sarah and cousins Larry, Charles, 

and Susan. It is June 15. School is out, and a beautiful day beckons the flyers to the clear 

blue and puffy white clouds on the horizon. The pilot, Jerry Johnson, has just leveled the 

plane at cruising altitude of five thousand feet. The world below looks like a miniature 

train set. Asphalt highways and buildings look like strips of lace with dots of toy houses 

in an unending series of patterns. Suddenly Laura’s thoughts of reunion with her cousins 

is interrupted by a deep groan. The pilot lets go of the controls and clasps his hands on 

his chests. His face is changing colors… pale, then a frightful red… he is gasping for air. 

Laura feels the plane begin to turn off course. It is a dual control plane. Her Dad showed 

her on several trips how to steer the plane. Instinctively she tugs at the control yoke, 

pulling the plane’s nose back to a level position and relieving the jolt to her stomach. 

“Jerry, are you OK,?” She begs, her voice shaking with fear. Please, Jerry, breathe!” But 

Jerry does not answer. A glance at his face that is slumping forward, as if trying to ease 

the pain in his chest, gives Laura no assurance. His face is turning purple. Laura reaches 

for the plane’s microphone and pushes the “talk” button. “Mayday, Mayday, Mayday!” 

The radio crackles back. “This is Toronto Tower. Please explain, and give your ID and 

position.” Laura’s trembling fingers squeeze the button again. She speaks with a 

wavering voice. “I am Laura Green. The pilot, Jerry Johnson, just passed out. He doesn’t 

seem to be breathing. I’m trying to steer the plane but I’m not a pilot. Please help me!” 


